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——* Got Her Most Gracious off to Scotland comfortably, and 
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By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Helped Lord Gerard to get H.R.H. safely across to 
Southport to review the Lancashire Yeomanry Hussars and had a 


very pleasant time. Assisted to plant a tree. Had to run up to 
London, however, to see the dress rehearsal of the Military 
Tournament at the Agricultural, and the Home Arts and 
Industries Show at the Albert Hall. Encouraging spectacle both. 


WAR AND PEACE. 
With the roaring gun at Islington, 
To mimic warfare dashing, 
In the smoke behold the soldier bold 
With his sabre cutting—slashing ; 
While at Albert Hall (if you make a call) 
They show (the arts not starving) 
With panelled oak and chisel stroke 
Another kind of carving. 
Afterwards made my way down to Windsor and helped Her Most 
Gracious present new colours to the Royal Berks; rushing back to 
escort the Princess to the Earl’s Court Exhibition. Dined with the 
Liberals at the Holborn, with the London Hospital Fund at the 
Mansion House, and with Lord Charles Beresford at the Junior 
Constitutional. Attended the annual meeting of the British 
Empire League and fell asleep. Toomuch dinner, I suppose; must 


limit myself to two or three per diem. 


Thursday.—Poured with rain. A great spirit passed from us 


this day. One whose greatness emphasised his goodness, whose 
goodness glorified his greatness, and whom a nation mourns with a 
sincerity honouring alike to itself and the subject of it. 


Friday.—Made a dash for the list of Birthday Honours first 
Disappointed, as usual. How long will an ungrateful 


” * Half column dele’d.—Ep. 

















afterwards cut across to Clacton-on-Sea and helped Sir Henry 
Fowler lay the memorial stone of a Passmore Edwards’ Home 
there, then down to Austerfield and assisted the Bishop of 
Southwell to re-open the fine old church of St. Helenathere. Had 
to tear myself away and make for Clarence House to back up the 
Princess Christian while she presented some prizes for doll- 
dressing. Seems a lull in the Spanish-American war. Neither 
fleet seems able to find the other, and nobody knows where either of 
them are. 
MASTERLY INACTIVITY. 
’Tis “‘ subtle strategy,” they say, 
Your presence to conceal 
When the warlike fighting lay— 
And certainly we feel 
(When eagle-eyed we scan the sea 
In vain for stem or prow) 
A lot of subtle strategy 
Is going on just now. 
Dined with the South Africans. 

Saturday.—Saw Rhodes off to South Africa—told him to be care- 
ful and rushed off to the trooping of the colours at St. James's 
Palace without waiting for a reply. Also attended the H.A.C. 
ceremony at Finsbury. Then to the Coaching Club meet in Hyde 
Park, and to the Art Exhibitions at the Bermondsey Settlement 
and at Southwark. To the Windsor Albert Institute also, and 
helped the Princess Christian distribute the prizes, certificates, and 
medallions—to the ambulance class. Had an hour at the 
Rushton sale at Christie’s, Also attended the opening of the 
Military Tournament and saw things fairly and successfully started 
for the season. Dined at fourteen Ministerial dinners, also with 
the Royal Warrant Holders. 

Monday.—Was sunk in pleasing reflection all the morning (in 
spite of having rather exceeded my usual number of dinners last 
night). Cause of pleasing reflections—Patti has come to town to 
stay some time! Got out of my reverie and into my uniform for 
levée, which I duly attended. H.R.H. remarked my uniform 
getting tight. Must really do with fewer dinners. Awkward, just 
at the beginning of the season,:too! Dined with the Royal 
Geographical Society at the Hotel Cecil. 

Tuesday.—The eve of the Derby. Thought of nothing else. 

CONCENTRED. 
No picture or pageantry fills my mind, 
e grace of rurality palls me, 

And (just for the present, of course) I find 

That London Society galls me ; 
For urbs in rure I care no jot, 

And nothing for rus in urbe, 
My sole anxiety now’s to spot 

The horse that'll win the Derby. 


Of whichI am very desirous of being Tue Sporrer. 








— LS TS 





or1ce.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, art 
unless accompanied by a stam 


istic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
ped and addressed envelope. 
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Pater.—* Did not you find that tart on your chest last night?” 
Bobby.—‘* No; I ’spect Tommy woke first and took it.”’ 


A Commendable Method of ‘‘ Making Ducks 
and Drakes.” 


(‘If I had my way, every little boy or girl born into the world 
alive should be obliged to pass an examination, and satisfy a com- 
petent board as to ability to swim a reasonable distance.’’—“ Sport- 
ing Notions” in the Referee.} 


Sir SportTinG Norrons, here's to ye! 

The genial Fun your dexter shakes ! 
For, on questions natatorial, he 

Your own particular theory takes— 
That every little Her or Him 

That's born into this world alive 
Should be taught like a little Duck to swim, 


7 





When ‘ducks and drakes”’ a mortal makes 
Of Health, Wealth, Time—then, ’neath the scourge 
Of Nemesis he justly quakes, 
Or soon or late! But if, by George, 
He of his babes (in a swimming sense) 
Makes drakes and ducks, each Jack and Jill 
Will own his wisdom, long years hence, 
And bless his memory—that they will! 


Most useful art for youth to learn; 
Yet hereto most neglected! Why, 

We know not. But, with you, we yearn, 
Sir Sporting Notions, to espy. 

The time when every Her or Him 
That's born into this world alive 

Shall be taught like a little Duck to swim, 
Or taught like a little Drake to dive! 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Mr. GLADSTONE'’s death, for the time 
bein’, quite overshadered the war news, 
wich still “‘ drags its slow length along,” 
as some poet ’as it, referrin’ to wurms, 
or some sich varmint. So much ’as 
been sed about Mr. Gladstone that I 
will only say ’e was'a veritabel Nelson’s 
Monument of greatness, an’ even if ’e 
’ad never meddled with polytricks ’e 
woud ’ave made ’is mark, or any number 
of marks, in the world. Full of years 
an’ ’onners, ’e ’as peacefully gone to ’is 
rest. Wot more could mortial desire? 

The Military Tournament was a 
splendid site! It made my pulses throb, 
an’I felt like wantin’ to buckle on my 
armer, seize my trusty copper-stick, an’ 
invite Mrs. Higgins—a narsty, insultin’ 
woman wot lives in our street—to 
mortial combat. Piper Findlater was 
there—where ain’t ’e jist now ?—an’ was 
cheered to the ekker. Hooray! 

Accordin’ to a leckture at the Royal 
Botanic Society by Dr. Robert Boxall, 
the Chinese epicures consider wurms 
served up with rice a great delicasy. ‘A 
wurm will turn,” an’ I'm ’anged if it 
wouldn’t turn me! But “there’s no 
accountin’ for taste,’’ as the gost ob- 
served wen a man married his widder. 

Anuther Bank ’Ollerday! In my 
opinyun they come to close together, 
some people ’ave ’ardly finished cele- 
bratin’ Easter yet, speshully those who 
got six weeks for doin’ somethink the 
law didn’t approve of. ’‘’Owever, the 
weather, at the time of ‘ritin, is luvly— 
though I don’t know wot. it will be like 
wen this ink’s dry—an’ if it kontinues, 
folks will beg, borrer, or steal, sooner thar. 
miss a spiff of the briny, for, arter all, 
even if you do wash yourself in salt-an’- 
water, an’ sleep on a lively bed, an’ let 
somebody swindel you, it ain’t quite like 
the real seaside, though a werry fair 
imitashun. 

There seems somethink very wrong 
about the collapse of Abbey Mansions in 
Westminster. Nowadays, brick an’ mor. 
ter seem to stand—only they don’t 
always stand, wuss luck !—before human 
lives. The way ’ouses are run up is, in 
many cases, disgracefull, for the materials 
sometimes ain’t got enough stability to 
build a desent ’ome for a pig. It’s a 
sign of the times—all flurry an’ bluster, 
express speed, an’ ’ang the consequences 

The Church Army in Edgware Road 
gets some queer gifts. ’Ere’s a West 
End surgeon presented two muminy 


‘ands an’ arms brort from Egypt, an’ beleaved to be 3,000 years 
old. P’r’aps it’s only meant for a bit of dry ’umer on the surgeon's 
part, but ‘I fail to see the point of the joke,” as the man sed who 
sat on a tack put in ’is armchair by a naughty boy ; but ’e felt it. 

I ope you didn’t forget our Grand Old Lady’s (if she'll forgive 
I didn’t; but ’er Majesty forgot me 
in ’er list of “ Birthday Onners”; ’owever, ‘it’s never to late to 


me callin’ ’er so) birthday ? 


mend.’’ 


Effect of the Rise in 
(In a smart journal’s prize competition. 
man?” Each definition must be tricked out in a humorous mask.]} 


175 








Now the term, that always expresses 
What a gentleman surely must be, 
Is ‘‘ high bred,” and the world acquiesces 
That this is perfectly right to a T. 
Hence—gentlemen true, unaffected, = 
To-day, are our bakers, of whom it 1s said 


That none, just now, are more closely 
is clearly and really / 
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“What is a gentle- 
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ONE OF THE VICTIMS. 


Husband.—‘‘T find I can’t give you that new dress, my dear, because the War will 
send the price of my Havanna cigars up so.” 





connected 
h bread. 


Holiday Queries. 


Isn’r it funny that piers should support a pier, and peers often 
tread it under foot ? 

If you lay on a rock, would it rock you to sleep by “the 
slumb’ring sea ”’ ? 

Is the motion of the waves a salt-atory one, considering they are 
said to dance ? 

Aren’t there always a lot of “old salts’’ mustered on the beach 
who pepper the visitors with yarns generally containing a spice of 
danger ? 

Would a Welshman be likely to choose a boat with a leek in it ? 
(Thistle kill me !—Ed., Fun.) 

Are tanners particularly addicted to sizpenny rows, and Bobs to 
shilling ones ? 

Do military men go to the seaside to recruit their general 
health ? 

Does the peer-band look-out for contributions ? 

Won't it be a black look-out for the niggers if the Brighton new 
bve-laws come into force; and won't it make them “ sing small” ? 








-_-— — 


: 
' 
H 
; - 
} 
| 


oO ER Se a 
1 oe - 











IM rs ass “VS aT « - « ‘= 
- 2 ee Ee eee me s« - 





176 




















IF 
| 
, 
> 


“Tsay, old chap, keep sober a second. 
“Sit tight, y’shay ? 


“We Severed Have 
Too Long.” 


Been 


JONATHAN (log.):— 


Come, pard, let us grip! 

Let us take up our stations, 
In true fellowship 

As the 
You were hard upon me, 

I was hard upon you 
Let’s henceforward agree, 

And we'll pull the thing through. 


>) ’ 
‘trendliv relations 


Come, Britisher, shake! 
Let each lean on the other— 
Bear, forbear: give and take: 
Be a “ man and a brother.” 
If we don't-—well, I guess, 
We shall pretty soon find 
That we're ina nice mess, 
And, maybe, left behind. 


Come, come, Mister Bull, 

We must league us together— 
We together should pull, 

For we're birds of a feather. 
With a spread-eagle shriek 

We shall give foes a fright— 
For our temper's not meek, 

And our “‘ feather’s ’’ not white. 
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OVERHEARD IN THE PARK. 


Nothing eashier—’m s tight as a fiddle!” 


Here comes Miss Klondyke. 


Sit tight!” 





Your hand on it, Sir! 
Ours the raciest race is 
So we'd better confer, 
For a battle to face is. 
You're not lamb, I'm no lamb; 
For without any fuss 
I may mention that Sam 
Is wu tarnal ‘cute cuss! 


For wolves we're no meat— 
Though they hunt, with much noise 
on; 
Our meat they think sweet 
But our meat is their poison. 
But to keep them at bay 
We must stand back to back ; 
And then, I should say, 
We can tackle the pack. 


Let’s drink to our luck— 

Let the death’s-heads go rattle— 
We've grit and we've pluck, 

And they’re half of the battle. 
But this chance of our lives 

We must never let slip 
It’s the cuss who contrives 

Who has foes on the hips. 


Say ! So, let us stand: 

Steady, shoulder to shoulder ! 
I guess the young land 

Ceres ! 


] . ¢ e 1. 
Will go whacks with the older. 








Back to back if we fight, 
Though the tussle be rough, 

We shall come out all right, 
For we're both of us tough ! 


[.ookee, here, gentle pard, 

Let us sink all our quarrels, 
Though we're each rather hard, 
We are death upon morals. 

First, I'll civilise Spain— 
If he likes it or not; 
Then our mission is plain 
We must go for the lot. 


We'll soon make things hum— 
As creation we leather— 
Our foes will be dumb 
When they see us together. 
We must fight a good fight, 
It’s for Saxondom’s sake— 
Then we'll set the world right— 
Ah, you bet, Johnny—shake |! 


(They shake.) 


a 








Slightly Different. 

Bill Sikes.—‘‘ Are yer goin’ away this 
Whitsun, mate?”’ 

Toby Crackit.—*No, but I specs | 
s} all] } ( 
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TOO LONG.” 


“WE SEVERED HAVE BEEN 


A CLOSER BROTHERHOOD!” 


AND DRINK TO 


»ARD, 


I 


“LET’s GRIP, 


JONATHAN (LOQ.) 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 176.) 
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“Fourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 
CHAPTER III.—“‘ DECEIVERS ALL.” 


THERE was a dismal foreboding in the heart of Algernon 
Fitzwilliams, Esquire, as he crawled along the parade towards the 
** jetty,” the morning after his arrival at Margate. A foreboding 
caused by the presence of a certain Harry Smith, his fellow assistant 
‘at Nimble, Ninepence, and Company. 
| The day before had been an uproarious one, for Smith had clung 
to him like a limpet since the time of their meeting, and Algernon, 
‘fearful lest the Perkins’ family should see him in the man’s 
‘company, had lured him away from the “ jetty”’ and parade into 
the heart of slummy Margate. 




















“By Jove! Tuere's ONE OF 'EM, ANYHUW.” 


| ‘The horrid cad has spoilt one of my days anyhow,” he muttered 

savagely. ‘‘I wish I had cut him yesterday at the White Hart. 
And, then, to let him rook me out of seventeen shillings at ‘nap,’ 
but perhaps I did the right thing. There’s no knowing what a 
brute like that might have done to spoil my game with the Perkins’ 
out of pure spite. By Jove! There's one of ’em anyhow.” Alger- 
non made his way towards a trim-built little figure standing gazing 
into the sea. 

‘* Miss Perkins! "’ he uttered softly, raising his hat. 

“Oh, Mr. Fitzwilliams! How youstartled me! Whoevershould have 
thought of seeing you!” said Betsy Perkins, turning round. (Artful 
puss,as if she hadn’t been watching him out of the corners of her eyes 
for the last five minutes.) ‘ Pa and ma and the rest are listening 
to the band. Shall we jointhem? I thought you meant tocut us 
by not coming here yesterday.” 

‘My dear Miss Perkins ’’ (with a stress on the dear), ‘‘ not at all, I 
assure you. Fact is, awful bore, you know—friend of mine turned 
up, Lord Faversham, you know. Had to spend the day with him. 

anted to take me back in hisdogeart. But no; I’ve made up my 


' mind to stay a couple of weeks here, and stay I will.” 


“ That's about the time we shall stay, I expect,” said Betsy rather 
papa with his back to- 


wards us, drinking out of a——, Mr. Fitzwilliams! Don’t you 
think for a man in papa's position, he is just a trifle—er—er— 
vulgar.” 


**T don’t know your papa’s position, but I’ve noticed no vulgarity,” 
replied Algernon, insinuatingly. 

‘‘Papa, you know, is one of London's merchants,” said Betsy, 
magnifying her parent’s humble calling, ‘‘ but perhaps you would 
consider even that vulgar.” 

**T should think not,” said Algernon, unguardedly. ‘‘ You know 
I—that is—I mean——. How do you do, Mr. Perkins, and you, 
adam ?”’ 

‘“‘ Pust 





same. Proud and ’appy to meet you again, sir. ‘Ave some refresh- 
ment, sir?”’ 

‘“‘ Mr. Fitzwilliams,” said Harriet Ann, beckoning Algernon to her 
side. “Isn’t papafunny? He always will imitate vulgar persons 
when we are at the seaside. He makes us quite cross sometimes, 
he does it so naturally. I think he must pick it up from some of 
his business friends in the Stock Exchange. 

‘¢ Where?” asked Algernon, rather blankly. 

“The Stock Exchange. Papa’s a stockbroker, you know.” 

Algernon Fitzwilliam gazed at the buxom form of Mr. Perkins’ 
eldest daughter suspiciously. 

‘* Now, one of these girls is telling a ‘ whopper,’” he muttered to 
himself; ‘‘ he can’t very well be both. But girls are such idiots in 
business matters that the chances are neither know exactly what 
he is. My dear Miss Harriet,” he continued, aloud, “‘ I am delighted 
to hear you say so, because I have a few spare thousands I am 
anxious to invest, and should like to find a ——”’ 

“Oh, papa would be only too pleased, I am sure, but,’’ she con- 
tinued, ‘‘I shouldn’t mention it to him just yet. He does 
so dislike to talk shop during a holiday. Do just take me 
once round the jetty, and tell me about Lord Faversham. It’s so 
dull squatting—I mean, sitting—here, and mamma says it’s 
indelicate to walk about unless we have a gentleman with us.”’ 

“ Pleashaw,”’ murmured Algernon, offering his arm in his most 
elegant style and preparing to lie for all he was worth. But his 
imaginative powers were not to be greatly strained just then, for 
only a few paces of the upper deck had been traversed when they 
came to a full stop, face to face with Algernon’s companion of the 
night before, Harry Smith. His face was unshaven, and wore a 
bleary look, the result of last night’s potations. In thick and 
tremulous tones he sent forth his usual detested greeting— 








“ Ir’s "Iu t ” 


‘* What ho! Alf.! Thought I should see you knocking about. 
Gave me the slip last night, eh ?”’ and then in a loud whisper, 
“Who's the gal ?”’ 

“Who's this horrid person, Mr. Fitzwilliams?” asked Harriet. 
Algernon pulled himself together with a violent effort, and gave 
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**You have evidently, ah! ma i i 
I have not the plessure of your mt og Bb dans cet 

“‘ But jest look ere,” retorted Smith, following them up, “ None 
of your larks, you know. Are you Alf. Figgins or are you not ?” 

“Haw! I regret to say——_—” 

“‘ None of yer regrets. Yes or no?” 

“No, then!” said Algernon, fiercely; “and if you persist in 
molesting me I shall give you in charge.” 

“No, no!” said Mr. Perkins, bustling up; “ you have made 
a mistake, young man. This gentleman is Mr. Algernon Fitz- 
williams, the intimate friend of Lord Faversham! ” (Sensation 
= =: ig rae) bystanders. 

“Well, I’m darned!” muttered Smith, gazin i ; 
“‘T must have had a good time last night.” re 

Algernon Fitzwilliams breathed a sigh of relief as he allowed 
himself to be led away by the Perkins’ family. 

_“* What a disgraceful shame,” said Miss Jemima, as she walked 
side by side with the soi-disant aristocrat, “that people like that 
should be permitted on the jetty. Papa shall make it a corpora- 
a affair, London bankers have some influence, even in Mar- 
gate. 

‘I beg your pardor,” said Algernon, rather bewildered. 

“Did you not know? We ought to have told you at first that 
papa was only a London banker! How quiet you are Mr. 


Fitzwilliams! I know! It’s that horrid man. He has really upset 
you.” 





, _ Harry Smith gazed after the retreating party with a stolid 
ook. 

‘It’s ’im!’’ he muttered; ‘‘I’d swear toit. If it aint ’im it ought 
to be, for its ’is clothes, I know! It’s one of Mr. Alf’s tricks. Mr. 
Algernon Fitzwilliams. Ha! ha! Intimate friend of Lord Faversham! 
Rounding on yer old pal, are you? All right. I’m as good as you, 
and if you’re to be Fitzwilliams I’ll go one better, and be 
Demme! I'll be Lord Faversham ’isself.’’ 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. H. T. Brickwell, the lessee and manager of the Garrick 
Theatre, Charing Cross Road, W.C., has been elected a vestryman 
~4 ota Acre Ward of the Royal parish of St. Martin’s-in-the- 

rand. 


Miss Annie Russell, America’s celebrated ingenwé, appeared at the 
Garrick Theatre last Thursday night in a one-act play entitled 
Dangerfield 95. A Harvard student, falling into evil ways, imagines 
that the demure little girl whom he has loved and won seems tame 
and insipid. She learns of his fondness for livelier companions, 
and resolves to either save or lose him by environic simulation. The 
quiet little girl has to play a seemingly reckless game of poker, 
intoxication, and dances indecorous, which ruse proves successful. 


The Dove-Cot at the Duke of York’s Theatre reached its hun- 
dredth performance on Wednesday last, a fact which occasions no 
surprise. Mr. George Edwardes intends running it right through 
the London season. It would catch on anywhere, so natural and 
so agreeable is this histrionic sketch. 


On the 9th of June a matinée performance of a new three-act 
play entitled The Maternal Instinct, by Mr. Thomas Bedding, will 
be given at the Duke of York’s Theatre. 


‘‘ Schedule D, and how to Deal with it,’’ brightly scintillates its 
information as to making Income Tax returns ; one of those useful 
shilling manuals published by Effingham Nilson, Royal Exchange, 
and compiled by Mr. S. W. Flint. 


Professor Schenk’s theory of the ‘‘ Determination of Sex”’ is an 
attempt to unravel the secrets of Nature. The subject has been 
discussed in all ages. There is some slight negative mention of it 
in Ecclesiastes. '!'he professor alleges that an absence of saccharine 
matter from the diet, which should be of a nitrogenous nature and 
fat (cabbage and bacon, we suppose), will influence the production of 


f male offspring. Several experimental instances which have favoured 


the theme are given in the book. In our juvenile period it was our wont 
to keep silkworms through all the metamorphoses thereof. We used 
to endeavour to determine the caterpillars which would produce egg- 
laying mouths, and we carefully marked the paper bagsin which each 
spun up. We were almost always wrong in our sexual distinctions 
which were based upon observations associated with guess-work 
principally. The balance of nature will always be maintained 
quite independently of man’s meddlings, which only endure for @ 
season. Let's go on in the good old way and leave Schenk's theory 
alone. 


& nice little the unpretentious title 


volume of poems, by 














" Unconsidered Trifles,” from the pen of George Dalziel, and pub- 
lished by Elliot Stock, is well worth a perusal. Some of the 
stanzas catch on to the memory easily. ‘The Memories of Home” 
are quite Byronic :-— 

Home! Strange, mysterious word! that seems to stir 

The warm blood pulses of our inmost soul, 

And bears us back through life’s long journey way— 

Through bright and flower-decked sunny spots where we 

Have loitered since our early childhood days ; 

Kind memory never tells that tears were shed, 

We only know that we were happy there. 


There will be a performance of the Elijah at the Alexandra 
Palace on Saturday afternoon, June 11th. Mr. George Risley, of 
Bristol, will conduct, and the Bristol Choral Society will augment 
the Alexandra Palace Choral Society, some 2,000 strong. The 
soloists will be Miss Esther Palliser, ‘Mdlle. Guilia Ravogli, Mr. 
Herbert Grover, and Mr. Andrew Black. Mr. H. J. Baker will pre- 
side at the organ. 


The Royal Horticultural Society held their eleventh annual 
flower show in the Inner Temple Gardens last week, and it was 
generally acknowledged that it excelled all the previous exhibitions, 
so beautiful were the flowers and so artistic was the staging. 





The “ Pending Battle ” in Suburbia. 
A BALLAD OF ONE MAN’S MEAT AND ANOTHER MAN'S 
POISON, 

[A bye-law of the Kent County Council, which empowers any 
inmate of any house to keep street-organists 50 yards from his or 
her dwelling place, was recently upheld by a divisional court of 
seven judges.— Vide Press. } 

A DOZEN doors, or so, from me 
(In fine, at Number Twenty-three 
In Snoozansnorum Lane, S.E.) 
Abideth Jones the genial: 
A man who hears with great content 
The soothing strains of music sent 
From any sort of instrument, 
By hands however menial ! 


But Jones (who drees his lifetime in 

A chronic state of want of “ tin,’’) 

Has ne’er bought banjo, mandoline, 
Harp, timbrel, or pianner : 

And, therefore, whensoe’er he can, 

He gets the wandering minstrel-man 

To play him tunes—by dint of an 
Effectual silver tanner ! 


Next door to Jones’s cosy hive 
(To be precise, at twenty-five), 
Lives Brown—than whom in England I’ve 
Seen no more sour curmudgeon. 
He loathes the shouts of girls and boys, 
And every form of outdoor noise; 
While other people’s tune-borne joys 
Yield him the deepest dudgeon. 
His love for that Italian ‘‘ tease” 
Who brings us hurdy-gurdy glees 
Is such as Mephistopheles 
Displays for holy water. 
He’d, years ago, have placed his ban 
Upon that organ-grinding man, 
Had he but known of any plan 
To do so—short of slaughter ! 


But now the surly Brown is gay, 

Since *‘ Daniels come to judgment ” say 

That he, at will, may drive away ¥ 
The hated hurdy-gurdyist. 

And, hence, a cheering outlook charms 

Our quidnuncs and our tattling ‘‘ marms”— 

A prospect rare of dire alarms 


” 


And warfare of the sturdiest ! 4 
To see some splendid sport they’re bound, “y 
When next our organ-man comes round; og 
For Brown will bawl, “Begone, you scound- 

Rel!” in his fiercest manner; “ 


While Jones will say, in accents cool, 

“ My tuneful friend, I beg that you'll 

Not heed this churlish, cross- grained fool! 
Play up .. . . and earn your tanner!” 


_ I 





SpAsONABLE vegetable for Mr. Kensit —Asperges en branch: 








-_ 


eS x gta e s 


; 
¢ 
; ; 
' 
; ig 
; Ns 


' 
ft. 


2 ra Pe “ 
: - 
= — 
~ 


<e ~ 
eae he 
% : 


. Se epee eS ae — 
eo 





as 


i eee 


ee Te ee ee ee ren 
a ee we he 


lalla es ditties auttihe <_ite euaael 
7. rete ~ ; 


TT, 


En. Se Pe eee eee 
5 ee, _ a = See % wae 





Foe er 


—~ as —— 























May 31, 1898. 








































































- / 
\ Nes / 
Mh | iff 

WAN, A 


7 tia —/| 


\ 
| 
Vay — 

















WASTED EFFECTS.—(A FACT OVERHEARD.) 


Susan Ann.—* Yer know, 'Liza, whenever I’m pREssED I never meets anyone, but 
when I’m lookin’ any’ow I meets EVERYBODY! ae 








“Fun’'s” Letter Bag. 


Student.—Strong tea and coffee are 
strongly recommended to keep one 
awake, but, in our opinion, nothing can 
equal twelve-months’-old twins, though 
cats and dogs deserve to have a voice in 
the matter. 


Amateur Gardener.—Perhaps you are 
mistaken in thinking that your seeds 
have not come up. In all probability 
they have come up, aS you say your 
next-door neighbour keeps poultry. 
Seeds, like other things, often ‘‘ come up 
to the scratch.” 


Young Lady.—Early hours are not 
always conducive to a good complexion. 
We know a man who is generally up at 
3 o'clock in the morning (he goes to bed 
afterwards), and his complexion is 
horrid. 


Pickpocket. — For your habit of 
blushing and nervousness, you should 
mix more with people. Endeavour to 
throw off the feeling that everyone is 
watching you ; people have other matters 
to think of besides yourself, otherwise 
how could you get a living ? 


Railway Porter.—Yes, you certainly 
should, out of common humanity, learn 
English; so few people understand 
Choctaw. 


Seasider.—We hear it is likely to be 
a very good hop season—especially at 
the seaside. Of course, this is a mere 
‘* fleabite ’’ compared tothe price of bread, 
but it may interest you. 








NOTICE. 


The Editor will be obliged if readers of 
Fun who have any 


Odd or a Complete Set of Yolumes 
of FUN, 


will inform him the price they will sell 
same. 


Please address ‘‘ Epitor,’’ 23, Bouverie 
Street, Fleet Street, E.C. 















For Breakfast. 





Chocolat Menier 


Awarded Prize Medals at ali Exhibitiens. 





Seld Retail Everywhere. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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